He was too young to have taken pai t in the civil war, but
I was under no illusions about his sympathies I counted
on getting some information thiough him
'At your service/ he said cAlways icady to oblige *
Then he darted off to attend to a lady customer, who, with
a languishing air, asked him for an Ohviet salad
'I know several members of Kolc hak's Government,'
he went on, when he tame back to me
I interrupted him to say that I was not so much in-
terested in civilians as in soldiers, the moic particularly
in those who had fought under the command of Scmionov
and Ungcrn
'Why, of course1' he exclaimed, and I almost expected
to see a Sam Browne belt appear over his white jacket,
'One Ohvier salad'' he shouted 'J know lots of officers '
His boyhood's memoiics rose to the surface memories in-
terspersed with shots and the click of spuis 'Volodka
Steldianov is the man you want Go and sec Volodka
Steklianov'
*Your fingers arc scented with incense/ lisped Vertmski's
shrill voice from the loud-speaker
'Volodka Steklianov fought under Ungcrn I le's a night
taxi-driver I saw him here the other evening '
The waiter turned his head and murmiucd, in a coaxing
tone of voice
'Mischa, you swine, what about that Ohvier salad of
mine?'
*He used to live in the rue Blomct,* he went on, 'but
I don't know where he's living now We had a bit of a
row recently'
'And sadness sleeps in your eyes,' Vcrtmski bleated
sentimentally I reflected that, as he came out on the stage
every evening, that powdered man brought with him a
score of years of schoolgirls' adoration
'He's a hothead, a regular bashibazouk lie used to be
up to tricks .* But the waiter's tone was admiring
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